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THE SWEET-TASTING 



WE rode hard, and brought the cattle from brushy 
springs, 
From heavy dying thickets, leaves wet as snow ; 
From high places, white-grassed, and dry in the wind ; 
Draws where the quaken-asps were yellow and white, 
And the leaves spun and spun like money spinning. 
We poured them onto the trail, and rode for town. 

Men in the fields leaned forward in the wind, 

Stood in the stubble and watched the cattle passing. 

The wind bowed all, the stubble shook like a shirt. 

We threw the reins by the yellow and black fields, and rode, 

And came, riding together, into the town 

Which is by the gray bridge, where the alders are. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The white-barked alder trees dropping big leaves 

Yellow and black, into the cold black water. 

Children, little cold boys, watched after us — 

The freezing wind flapped their clothes like windmill paddles. 

Down the flat frosty road we crowded the herd : 

High stepped the horses for us, proud riders in autumn. 

RUNNING VINES IN A FIELD 

Look up, you loose-haired women in the field, 
From work, and thoughtless picking at the ground. 
Cease for a little: pay me a little heed. 

It is early: the red leaves of the blackberry vines 
Are hoar with frosty dew, the ground's still wet, 
There is vapor over toward the summer fallow. 
And you three make a garden, being put by — 
Since you are too old for love you make a garden ? 

It is love with me, and not these dark red frosty leaves 

The vines of which you root for garden-space. 

You will be concerned, you three used up and set by : 

I could speak of the red vines, of pastures, of young trees; 

And you would dibble at love as you do the vine-roots. 

It is early, but before your backs be warmed, 
And before all this dew be cleared and shed, 
I shall be half among your hearts with speech : 
Love, and my sorrow, the disastrous passages, 
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